KABLOOXA
the direction of Alaska, wiio had grown into the white man's
way of life and might almost have been called 'sophisticated.'
There were the Netsilik of King William Land who lived a
primitive existence, but had sufficient occasional contact with
the white man to be tainted by that contact. And there were
the truly primitive Eskimos who, apart from a rare missionary
priest, hardly knew what a white man looked like. The Eskimos
of whom I have thus far written were of the second group; and
though they had, as I have said, been somewhat tainted, it was
curious to see that they had this in common with the primitive
Eskimos whom I was later to visit, that the He with intent to do
injury was virtually unknown among them. Of course they lied
to me, again and again, when I was impatient on the trail, when
it seemed to them that I needed to be soothed. A white man
might have thought those lies redounded to his harm; but this
was not their view. What could not hurt them, they seemed to
reason, could not hurt me; and if a white lie would pacify me —
for example, if they told me we should be two days reaching a
given point, knowing full well that we should be four or five —
they told the white lie, the inoffensive lie, without blinking.
But if, by chance, one of them should lie to me with injurious
intent, the rest would hasten to warn me of it. This was the
only infraction I ever saw of one of the strongest articles of their
code, the article commanding non-interference in a neighbour's
affairs.
What was true of the Netsilik of King William Land was even
more true of the primitive Eskimos I visited at Pelly Bay and
saw elsewhere in these regions. And it came out most clearly in
their rare encounters with the Canadian police.
There was an Eskimo whose wife had died and left him with
three children. Unable to bring them up alone, he sought
another wife. Finally, in the neighbourhood of Sherman Inlet,
he came upon Utak's sister and married her.
They lived in peace for a time, after which the wife, finding
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